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"SUNDAY SCHOOL" 
Clark Perry 
Poetry 
Second Place 
His hair was oiled 
and between slices of 
Isaiah, flanked by wedges of 
Matthew, sprinkled with bits of 
Leviticus, 
he said that bees 
do not lose their stingers. 
I did not pray that night, 
but thought of bees 
and how wrong the man was. 
He was silent 
a week later 
as I read from the 
encyclopedia I had 
under my arm like a babe 
and I told the class 
the truth about bees. 
I felt like a missionary. 
But, in his eyes, 
his staring, hell-burnt eyes, 
I had proven him wrong 
and was a sinner. 
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